"You see," Madame said quietly, "I'm old/*

" You are not old/' Peter shouted at her. He hated her for
hurting him so, for destroying his lovely, lovely illusion; he
could have hit that disgusting, horrible, tired, wise old face.

"Not very old for a cathedral, perhaps, but pretty old for
a woman/' Madame said, trying a little joke. "You think
you love me? My dear boy! Now go and do the right thing.
I have no more time for you."

"But in Luxor------" Peter said desperately.

"Yes, but that was in Luxor; there was moonlight, and
silver on black palm trees, and a hot night and somewhere
somebody played an Arabic flute. Props., Rameses", justprops.
You fell in love with a bunch of props, and make-belief.
Now go, leave me alone, I am very tired. For God's sake,
goi" she shouted as he still hesitated. She had the cream jar
in her hands and she looked capable of throwing it at htm.
Hastily Peter retreated. As soon as the door had closed,
Madame smiled faintly. I still can make men do what I want,
she thought, but she knew it was a sad victory. She pulled
Petrushka closer, clasping her stiff, wooden little arms around
her neck and in this embrace she remained silently, while the
water began to simmer on the small flame in the corner
and the scent of pine oil filled the room. Semper was quietly
sulking in the corner. Other stars brought their own personal
maids along, but not Madame. She would keep on needing
service and inhalations and treatments until the small hours
of the morning. She took the steaming pot with the pine
emulsion and slammed it down in front of Madame. " What
you need is a good long vacation/' she said; it was the
nastiest thing that came to her mind.

Only when Madame didn't seem to get angry, Semper
began seriously to worry about her. "Anything I can do
for you?" she asked, but Madame had disappeared under
the towel which bulged like a miniature tent around her
head and there was silence again. Semper went back into
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